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ABSTRACT
Return
Leilani Bascom
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Master of Fine Arts
Return is a video-based installation which includes sound, performance, and textile
elements. Leilani Bascom is the lone actor navigating the water and where the water meets the
land in this personal project exploring concepts of the life cycle from birth to death and rebirth.
Life’s paradox of struggle and release unfolds with imagery of battling through waves to swim
deep underwater, fighting a river current and then surrendering to the flow, and carving a hole in
the sand to climb into and be held. Viewers are immersed in the movement and sounds of water
to witness the power and meaning of our first home and what sustains us.
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Introduction
I am surrounded by water
immersed in water
She is always flowing
around me and through me
my life blood and breath are
Water
She creates life
in the chaos
floating in the deep black cosmos
circling and cycling
A miracle in time and space.
I desperately curl up in that darkness
in the void
She holds me to Her
my body on the land
I am grounded.
She rises to the sky
falls to the mountain
flows through the land
returning to the ocean
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She returns to Herself.
She breathes there
breathing in and out
visible in the movement of the waves
Her belly rising and
falling
I let the river carry me to Her
rushing toward Her
the surface of Her watery skin
is a veil
the mysteries above and below
hidden from my view.
I am buried in Her waves
in my first home
within Her
I want to stay
living in the mirror
My skin flows like water
digging to crawl back into
my mother’s womb
I return.
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I feel so calm
when the sand holds me.
When She holds me
close to Her
I surrender
and let the water wash over me.
Water
washes me away
and all that exists is
Water.
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Birth
My eyes suddenly opened in the dark of night. I had been deep in sleep, but my mind was
now alert. Had a kick brought me back to consciousness? I felt the wetness between my legs and
gently made my way from the bed to the toilet. Assessing whether I had urinated, or my bag of
waters had ruptured, I examined the fluid and discovered colors of brown and green rather than
clear. The baby had pooped in utero. He was coming in the expected timeframe, but my
anticipated plans were going to change.
I wished I could talk to Mom about how she had felt and what she remembered. My
mother birthed seven children naturally; in the hospital, but with limited medical intervention.
She had been more afraid of an epidural numbing her legs than she was of the potential pain of
childbirth. My sisters had all been assisted by medication in their Pitocin-induced or cesarean
birthing experiences. I was anxious about the effects of medication and had wanted to try
birthing the way Mom had done.
I was filled with worries about all the unknowns. What would my body do, or not do, and
how would that affect the baby? I wanted to trust that we could do it together. I read books like
Spiritual Midwifery by Ina May Gaskin and Hypnobirthing by Marie Mongon. I practiced
breathing techniques and watched educational videos. My favorite depiction was by Liz
Chalmers using a ping pong ball inside an inflated balloon to visualize the muscle contractions of
the uterus pushing the baby through the cervix. 1 I talked with my sisters and friends and asked

1

Liz Chalmers, “Use a Balloon and Ping Pong Ball to Show How the Cervix Thins and

Dilates During Labor,” YouTube Video, 03:26, October 30, 2017,
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=URyEZusnjBI.
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many questions. I had a supportive gathering of women where they made me a crown of braided
flowers and a necklace of beaded blessings and drew waves in henna on my belly. My partner in
marriage and conception was by my side with hope and awe. After nine months of evolution in
my pregnant body, the amniotic fluid surrounding my baby was leaking. The next 37 hours of
our lives was an epic rite of passage.
Instead of going to the birth center to replicate a home birth as closely as I had hoped, the
evidence of meconium took us to the hospital. The baby would be monitored for meconium
aspiration and would require suctioning of his airways before taking his first breath. My body did
not start the process of uterine contractions on its own, and induction was required after 12 hours
in the hospital. Pitocin is known for increasing the intensity and frequency of the tightening
muscles of the uterus. Feeling the discomfort and lack of control, I grasped for something to
calm me.
I wanted to be in water. Water has been a solace for me for as long as I can remember.
Relaxing baths and playing in pools have brought me relief and joy. Diving into ocean waves,
floating on the salty surface, and observing the movement and flow of waterfalls, rivers, and
oceans has instilled in me feelings of freedom and contemplation. I wanted to sink into warm
water, to feel weightless and soothed, but the hospital bathtub was insufficient. After eight hours
of laboring on Pitocin and nearly 24 hours of being awake, I requested the epidural and was able
to get some rest.
After experiencing childbirth, many women may unceremoniously recount intimate and
detailed birth stories in familiar settings or with complete strangers. I believe that because birth is
such a vigorous and significant life event that it becomes essential to articulate it. It is a
necessary trauma which wholly affects women physically, emotionally, psychologically, and

6
spiritually. Each body is unique as well as each birth experience originating from it. I can
logically understand reproductive concepts of genetic information and hormones enabling the
procreative process, yet it all feels like an absolute miracle that it ever happens for anyone. There
are always unexpected factors that seem to happen at random amidst the best laid plans. When
mothers share their birthing stories, they act as a witness to the visceral and otherworldly
phenomena that bring new life into the world.
My personal experiences were overall positive ones considering the healthy outcomes
and support I had around me. I was safe and strong, although in the moment things seemed
paradoxical. I waited and walked and rested and felt hopeful. I ached and contracted and writhed.
My body temperature increased, and I vomited. I laughed and I sobbed. I was breathing and I
was wincing. I felt fear and anguish, believing that I may not survive. I was exhausted and
uninhibited, full of adrenaline and boldness and yearning. At 34 hours in, I desperately started
pushing before my cervix was fully effaced and dilated. There was no stopping the process from
unfolding; the only way forward was through it, but it felt unending. I wanted my baby with me,
on the outside, where I could see him and hold him.
He slowly moved downward as my cervix opened and thinned. My mind returned to the
water, to a vision from my previous life in Hawai’i. Swimming in the clear aqua ocean and
holding my breath for as long as possible, I would dive down to the sand below with my eyes
open, observing underwater movements and sounds and being immersed in color. Ten years
later, the visualization of those waters focused my mind. Coming back up to the surface and
returning down deep with the waves of contractions, I entered that underwater world as my baby
was coming out from the waters inside of me. My body showed me a power that I did not know
existed within me. I surrendered to myself, and to something far beyond myself.

7
Death
My mom had three daughters and three miscarriages before I was born. I finally joined
the family as my parent’s marriage was dying. I have cherished photographs as evidence that my
family existed. My sisters wear matching blue Easter dresses and hold candy-filled baskets with
Dad and Mom and her parents; Mom’s belly shows that I was growing inside, and everyone is
smiling. On a sunny day after I was given a name and a blessing, Mom holds the bundle of me in
front of a large juniper tree surrounded by my sisters and Dad and his parents. A studio portrait
with the six of us in shades of yellow pastel shows that the photographer elicited a laugh. I am in
Dad’s arms wearing a corduroy jumper and we’re next to Mom in front of the blue car in the
driveway.
We moved from San Diego, California to Sandy, Utah before my first birthday. Mom
missed home, so we would regularly take road trips back to visit grandparents. We would play at
La Jolla Shores getting sandy, salty, and sun-kissed. I am still in awe of how the La Jolla sand
blends in beige and black streaks. That long stretch of beach and Pacific horizon would stay with
us in landlocked Utah thanks to Mom’s collections of sand in bottles and seashells in baskets,
and a gold-framed sunset photograph taken by Dad watching over us from the living room wall.
My sisters and I would sneak into Mom’s room at night to sleep in her bed. Sometimes
she would get us settled back in our own beds, but other times she would let us stay with her.
When Mom remarried, the bedroom door was locked. The shift in the family dynamic from my
mom and three older sisters looking after me to gaining a step-dad and four additional older
siblings was a shock. My five-year-old brain quickly realized that my life was majorly changing,
and that I had no control over it. Within five years, three younger siblings arrived, and I gained a

8
step-mom as well. Being the youngest of the older kids and the oldest of the younger kids gave
me a varied perspective as a child and a sibling.
I was highly sensitive to my parents' emotions and took on responsibility for easing their
pain and their burdens. I adapted to the many family members and conflicts by trying to
minimize my own needs. I became lost to what I may have liked or disliked, or if I had any
talents or opinions. It is not that anyone intentionally told me to bury myself, but withholding my
thoughts and feelings seemed to make other’s lives easier. That is not to say that I have not
experienced love and happiness throughout my life, but I often return to sadness. I learned
compassion and how to care for others, although I have struggled to allow myself the same
kindness, feeling I must be giving or doing in order to earn love and belonging.
As an adult and as a parent, I can understand that my parents did the best that they could
do. It has been challenging to accept that I experience depression and anxiety, partly as a result
of abandonment and emotional neglect. As a young adult, I was finally able to open up to my
mom, and she was really understanding. She also had a lot of sadness in her life, and a lot of
things she could not control. Mom offered acknowledgement and validation and unconditional
love. She was my first safe place. She always laughed easily. I have always laughed easily, too. I
am thankful for the joy there beside the sorrow that wants to come out of us.
Mom started seeing colors in her vision and getting migraines. The doctors diagnosed
glioblastoma, a rare and aggressive brain tumor. She endured chemotherapy and radiation, and
the tumor remained in her occipital lobe. She had a religious blessing given to her by a
prominent church leader telling her she would be healed. She had faith and she had fear. We
naively held on to hope that she would recover. She wanted to continue researching and building
spiritual connections with her ancestors. She wanted to stay and enjoy her many grandchildren,
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with four on the way. She underwent surgery to remove the cancer, but her brain stem was
damaged. The tumor’s void became filled with spinal fluid, sustaining pressure on her brain. She
became fixated on time and would compulsively write numbers. We would get lucid moments
with her, but she became increasingly confused and lacking in mobility. We lost her before she
was gone, her body slowly shutting down. In her absence, the waves of grief gently ebb and
flow, at times building to a massive blow.
My mother’s name was Brenda Lee. She died at the age of 61. I feel the sadness the most
when I remember how my children do not get to know her smile and voice and hugs, or her
talents or beliefs or kindness. I have heard people say that my children get to know her through
me. Sometimes that feels annoying, and at other times reassuring. There is a difference between
the directness and the indirectness, like the sun and the moon. There is a light there which
enables us to see and it warms us. We see the light reflected in the darkness and are reminded
that the light is still there. Both entities have their invisible paths and pulls, which keep us
moving and growing. But how do we live with reflected light alone? Or if the light is always on
and there is never a respite? We thrive within the balance, but sometimes are pulled to the
extremes. I feel gratitude and I feel anger. There is contrast and nuance.
I see her at the water’s edge, with the shifting tides. Mom is buried underground in a pale
pink casket. Before we closed the lid, I put a seashell in her hand, hoping it would help her
remember the way to the ocean.
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Rebirth
At age 19, I had my first experience traveling abroad with friends in Spain and England. I
was able to take an art history class in high school, and with my limited knowledge I was keen to
see more and learn more about art. When I visited Tate Modern, I had a profoundly spiritual
experience with The Seagram Murals by Mark Rothko, particularly painting four of the series of
seven, Red on Maroon, 1959. Standing in front of it, my field of vision was surrounded by the
colors. Deep and rich and thick, I felt transported. I was no longer in that room in that museum,
but in warmth and emotion, and I began to cry. I wanted to stay in that space but was also
conscious that I would need to leave that space. Somehow this painting had imbued within it a
power and a presence that I had not witnessed before and I have reflected on it many times since,
questioning how and why it could be so moving to me in that moment.
Years later I was introduced to the BBC documentary series Simon Schama’s Power of
Art. In the series, historian Simon Schama elaborates on various artists and works throughout
history, including Mark Rothko and The Seagram Murals. Schama expresses, “This is the place
you come to sit and feel the eons rolling by. To be taken towards the gates that open onto the
thresholds of eternity. To feel the poignancy of our comings and our goings, our entrances and
our exits, our births and our deaths. Womb, tomb, and everything in between.” 2
Throughout my MFA journey, I have been focused on my mother’s death and the loss of
her, and on my transition into motherhood, searching to connect with my mother and myself. I

2

Simon Schama, Simon Schama’s Power of Art, season 1, episode 8, “Rothko,” directed

by Clare Beavan, David Belton, Steve Condie, Carl Hindmarch, and James Runcie (BBC
Worldwide Ltd. Program, 2007), DVD.
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have been trying to understand what it means to begin our existence in a space we cannot see or
describe, but from which we continue to hold memory and longing. I have been seeking to
express the upheaval and transcendence of my birthing experiences, and the higher power that
manifested there along with the loneliness that followed. I have been attempting to make
invisible forces like gravity and air, or emotional and mental struggles, as visible and tangible as
the body we experience them in. I feel that I am hovering in the portal, digging at my sense of
self, and staring at the sublime.
Ideologies of resurrection, reincarnation, or enlightenment are present among the world’s
prominent wisdom traditions, pointing toward a preoccupation with existence before, beyond,
and in spite of the human condition. My art is influenced by my own existential questions,
spiritual yearnings, and religious context as I navigate new subconscious environments. In Five
Angels for the Millennium (2001), Bill Viola invokes Birth Angel (2001) and Departing Angel
(2001) in a video installation of bodies ascending and descending into and out of blue
waterscapes. “The water, with its dual capacity to give life and to take life, becomes a metaphor
for the transitional situations in human existence: the cyclical repetition of the body’s emergence
and disappearance refers to ephemeral human existence and mortality; to birth and death and
eventually rebirth.” 3
In my thesis film, Return, I attempt to remember a previous experience with the water as
I also seek to create a new one, for myself and for the viewer, in an act of rebirthing. Including
my own body in the film was initially uncomfortable, but it became essential that I perform the

3

Milena Maria Høgsberg, “Five Angels for the Millennium,” Bill Viola: Visions, trans.

Dan Marmorstein (Aarhus: ARoS Aarhus Kunstmuseum, 2005), 58.
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actions myself. I connected with a comment by Carlos Amorales in his discussion with fellow
artists Jens Hoffman and Joan Jonas regarding performance art. He expressed, “Performance (art
or not) is a medium that has a very emotional quality, because it happens in the present as a
direct experience. It can touch us; it can provoke us beyond our rationality.” 4 Guided by artists
like Joan Jonas and Pipilotti Rist frequently locating themselves in their films, I leaned into the
awkwardness and self-doubt and found catharsis and confidence.
I was compelled to push myself physically by swimming in ocean currents and digging in
heavy sand, and the emotions that surfaced were spontaneous and overwhelming. The ocean is
vast and unfathomable. We can never see or comprehend the whole of it. We observe the power
and fear the danger, and we are right to be aware. Positioning my finite self within this immense
space, I increase “awareness of the profoundly limited nature of the self [ ] to draw attention to
intense experiences which lay beyond conscious control.” 5
Ana Mendieta’s artwork calls for hidden powers in nature and self to come forward and
connect, particularly in the Silueta Series. Whether camouflaged in mud and grass to mold into a
tree trunk in the forest or shaping an outline of the human figure in the sand to eventually be
washed away by ocean tide, Mendieta bridges earth and body by transmuting herself into the
landscape. I was moved by Mendieta’s photographs and videos of Esculturas Rupestres
(Rupestrian Sculptures) (1981) when I saw the exhibition La tierra habla (The Earth Speaks) at

4

Jens Hoffman and Joan Jonas, “Talk with Carlos Amorales,” Art Works: Perform (New

York: Thames & Hudson, 2005), 183.
5

Simon Morley, “Introduction: The Contemporary Sublime,” The Sublime, ed. Simon

Morley (London: Whitechapel Gallery; Cambridge, MA: The MIT Press, 2010), 14–15.

13
Galerie LeLong in New York City in 2019. The site-specific works created in locations around
Cuba reveal stone carvings and silhouette paintings of the female form. The excavation of these
bodies and Mendieta’s exertion to see and hear them was “an intimate act of communion with
the earth, a loving return to the maternal breasts.” 6
Mendieta’s art conveys a longing for her relations and heritage as well as an awareness of
deeper memory and loss. She stated, “My art is grounded on the primordial accumulations, the
unconscious urges that animate the world, not in an attempt to redeem the past, but rather in
confrontation with the void, the orphanhood, the unbaptized earth of the beginning, the time that
from within the earth looks upon us.” 7 I similarly seek to bond with the omnipresent energy that
shapes and reshapes life, although I ache for a redemption in the process. I want my artistic
expressions to give me answers and return me to wholeness, and to offer that potential to others.
In The Sublime, British artist and writer Simon Morley articulated, “The concept of the sublime
aspires to the possibility of some kind of authentic experience of self-transcendence [ ] during
which the self is radically altered by something that presses on us from beyond our normal
reality.” 8 I worry that my efforts are pretentious, but when I am able to reach out beyond the
suffering, I hope to grasp healing.

6

Ana Mendieta, La tierra habla (The Earth Speaks), Galerie LeLong & Co., accessed

August 3, 2022, https://www.galerielelong.com/exhibitions/ana-mendieta5.
7

Olga M. Viso, “Introduction,” Ana Mendieta: Earth Body, Sculpture and Performance

1972-1975 (Washington DC: Hirshhorn Museum and Sculpture Garden, Smithsonian Institution,
2004), 32.
8

Simon Morley, “Introduction,” 18.
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Return
Return is a multimedia, meditative work, surrounding the viewer in swaths of colors,
shifts in light, and calming atmospheric sounds. A multichannel video is displayed on three
fabric screens, each nine feet high and fifteen feet long. The screens of layered muslin and voile
extend from the gallery ceiling to the floor, and the left and right screens extend from the center
screen to the gallery walls at gently obtuse angles. Along the edge of each screen hangs a
gathered curtain of muslin and crushed voile, encasing the viewing area in white and off-white
drapery. Visitors enter the environment at a fourth plane to complete a rounding connection and
may enter the central space to be immersed by the film imagery in their peripheral vision.
The personal journey engages moments of tension, chaos, endurance, and calm using the
relationship of body and earth. Beginning at the water’s edge as the sun rises along the horizon,
my cream-colored dress blows in the wind as I kneel to dig in the sand. The multiple displays
communicate as imagery flows between the rising and falling waves on the shore; closeups of
hands grasping and moving sand and fumbling to grip a fluid river; my upper body submerged
and blurred under the river current; and carving wider and deeper with increasing urgency on the
beach. I search for something that I cannot find, and I begin to sob as I exhaustingly curl up in
the emptied space I uncovered. As I am overcome with emotion, the scene transitions to the
swirling foam of underwater waves and screamed bubbles as I float upward and reach outward.
I am buried in the waves, pummeled and disappearing. Twisting and tucking, I am
blinded by how quickly the waves swirl and jostle my body, hands and feet flailing. My head
finally surfaces for a breath and water drips down my face. I am reborn. I become more
comfortable as I swim along the mirrored surface to calmer water, propelled by my own
exertion. I must continually rise for air, but I take in breaths more and more fully as I gain
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confidence to swim deeper. I am remembering my first home. My watery skin ripples as the
ocean swells. I dive away from the sky and through tickling rays of light to where the water gets
darker. Returning for breath, I float and rest at the boundary of above and below. I want to stay
in this moment, but I know that I will have to leave. The waves return and push me back, pulling
me to the land.
I awaken in a greenspace, navigating tall grass by feeling with my hands and feet. I come
to a water source and surrender to the river's flow below a canopy of speckled light. I return to
where I began at the water’s edge and pull the sand toward me to cover my body. I am buried in
the sand, blissfully held by its weight on my chest. The tide inches closer and closer, gently
touching my back. The waves steadily rise until one surges and swallows me entirely, then
rushes back to wash over me again. Blue sky and clouds appear as the lapping water dissolves
and evaporates my body, and I disappear.
The video exists in slow motion to enhance attentiveness to the movements of body and
water. Beginning with the sunrise and culminating with evaporation into the sky, the film unfolds
for nearly nine minutes and then loops the whole process in an ongoing cycle. Sound is an
integral aspect of the piece, giving voice to water and how it changes in relation to the body.
From the beach, we hear the rhythmic repetition of swishing sand, wave crescendos, and fizzling
foam. In the water, the waves sound like muffled thunder, the sand moves in a tinkling rush, and
air bubbles gurgle at a low tone. Moving deeper there is a continuous heavy rumble. Again on
land, it seems much quieter at first, until attention returns to the air shifting the grass with a
gentle breeze, sounding only slightly different from rushing water. A trickling flow leads us back
to the familiar symphony along the shoreline with its rise and fall of splashes and splays.
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My mind was opened to the possibilities of the art I could create through the courses I
participated in through the BYU Department of Art. Learning about twentieth century art and
theory, new genre art forms, time-based art, and installation, as well as multiple semesters of a
Studio Methodologies course educated me on the endless array of dynamic concepts and
compositions across all art mediums. My original interest and pursuits in Fine Arts have been
with photography, although in my undergraduate art studies I also took courses on film and
cinema and feel a strong pull toward how visual communications unfold in the format.
Thanks to Film and Digital Media Funding from BYU’s Department of Art and College
of Fine Arts and Communications, I had the opportunity to hire Nathaniel Hansen and Mark
Holladay Lee as mentors for my thesis project. I met both as students at BYU-Hawai'i over
twenty years ago, and I have been able to connect with them professionally in recent years. Mark
has lived on O'ahu since our studies, and we ended up at the same photography workshop in
2008. His photography shows knowledge and respect of the culture, land, and water of the
islands. Nathaniel studied Film and Media Art at Emerson College in Boston, and while living
there I was able to assist him in his documentary film productions in 2012. He is a true
storyteller and humanist with a laudable coherence to his aesthetic. I invited them to advise me
through the full production process, and to assist me as directors of photography.
In early December 2021, Nathaniel and I traveled to O'ahu for a four-day shoot. Mark
was able to scout the locations around the North Shore and coached me through the winter swells
while filming underwater. Nathaniel filmed on the beach and in the river and was able to
document the sounds on the shore. We used a Sony Alpha A1 camera in a custom watertight
housing with a GoPro attached to record the underwater sounds. We would download footage at
the end of each day and discuss what we liked and what we still needed. Nathaniel showed me
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how to organize the footage and setup an Adobe Premiere Pro workflow for editing. The
experience of filming was rigorous and rewarding, and it was difficult to come back from that
empowering energy to the task of editing.
I decided to begin and end the film with events on the beach, shifting from sunrise
lighting to midday lighting to allow for that element of time to come through. The central
moments in the film are in the ocean, giving emphasis to the colors and qualities of the water. I
seamed together imagery between the three screens so they would build upon each other and
move the emotional story forward. I chose to mark transitions by briefly unifying the three
screens with similar imagery, like a wave lifting and rolling from the right screen through the
center and releasing at the left screen. Slogging through roughly thirteen hours of footage was a
lengthy and concerted effort. With feedback from Nathaniel, and color correction by a local
friend, Dave Skousen, I was able to craft my visual story. Although I could endlessly refine it, I
am pleased with the overall result.
I wrestled with potential structures to create an immersive experience for the viewer. I
wanted to share an environment that expresses what I have witnessed in action and in vision.
Without a bottomless budget, I opted for three adjacent flat screens layered with a sheer fabric to
imitate the feeling of a watery surface. Friends and family helped me with the installation by
sewing and hanging the fabric screens, and Return was displayed in Gallery 303 of the Harris
Fine Arts Center from February 25 to March 10, 2022. I have needed and appreciated the support
I have received throughout the process, and I am still in awe that I have had the opportunity to
express these meaningful moments and concepts.
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Conclusion
The profound experience of birthing and the vision of diving into the ocean which
focused my energy during that process are the initial impetus for Return. My heart and mind seek
reassurance in the loss of my mother and the shift in my own identity as I became a mother.
Addressing the evolution of emotional and mental struggles that I experience, I am pulled to
observe and understand the invisible forces in nature. The process of making art and gaining new
awareness connects me to my body, and to other humans and the human condition, in a cycle of
rebirth. I am trying to tap into ideas and questions that other artists and theorists have already
been engaging and continue to examine. I am always thinking about emotions, how the mind
works, how society functions, and how to overcome trauma. I want to find answers and
solutions.
I have had tremendous emotional resistance to completing this written thesis. I have been
riding between the extremes of perfectionism and avoidance, living with fear of closing off
portals of connection to my angel mother and my Earth Mother. I have ached to be back in the
ocean, yearning to feel that power and bliss. In that exertion and release, I felt returned to a peace
that I did not know I would find, but which I somehow cannot keep. It has been significant for
me articulate, and I am thankful. As the philosopher Roland Barthes wrote, I hope that as I
continue “to reascend, straining toward the essence, to climb back down without having seen it,
and to begin all over again,” that courage and self-compassion will stay with me in this process
of grief, creation, and healing. 9

9

Roland Barthes, Camera Lucida: Reflections on Photography, trans. Richard Howard

(New York: Hill and Wang, 2010), 66.
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Figures

Figure 1 – Return, Video Still (Sunrise)

Figure 2 – Return, Video Still (Sand Dig)

Figure 3 – Return, Video Still (Underwater Scream)

Figure 4 – Return, Video Still (Buried - Ocean)
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Figure 5 – Return, Installation View, Left Screen (Surface)

Figure 6 – Return, Installation View, Center Screen (Swim)
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Figure 7 – Return, Installation View (Blue Ocean)

Figure 8 – Return, Video Still (Swim Deep)

Figure 9 – Return, Video Still (Depart Ocean)
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Figure 10 – Return, Installation View (Greenspace)

Figure 11 – Return, Installation View, Left Screen (River Float)
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Figure 12 – Return, Video Still (Buried - Sand)

Figure 13 – Return, Installation View (Wave Wash)

Figure 14 – Return, Video Still (Disappear)
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